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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

LANES 

Do you wish to hear songs, 
Silent songs — 
Gone, 
To come, 
Or never to come ? 
No lane of fallen leaves, 
However red or brown or gold, 
However soft to the tread, 
Is as caressing 
As the hard gray flagstone 
Of a city street. 
Look at one and hear. 

AGAIN 

Softly— 
Yes, that is her patter in the hall. 
She has returned. 

Eagerly — 
Yes, that is her form in the door. 
She is here. 

Madly — 
Yes, these are her arms. 
This mouth is hers. 
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Again 



Tenderly — 
Yes, these are her eyes; 
Her eyes are these. 

She loves me ; she loves me still — 
And a little more! 

COURTSHIP 

Graveyards ? 
I suppose they are — 
Fun. 

This fellow down here — 
Who— 

Whom did he love and — 
She?— 

Did she — did she have cruel — 
Eyes? 

Did she — oh, those trees ! 
Why do they hunch their backs and — 
Sigh? 

Did she — and that wind! 
What makes him cramp his chest and — 
Groan ? 

And that brook and the moon, those infernal clouds- 
Didn't she — didn't she love him at all? 
And those white-eyed, white-eyed stones! 
Graveyards? 
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